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You Haven\‘t called 


Author's Notes: 
Based on news and rumors currently drifting about, and the state the band is in with Richie having left 


momentarily. This is how | picture Jon might feel at the moment. 


Ficti onary.. maybe. 


You haven't called. 
Its been days since you just right up left, days since that one call. A week, almost. 
Every hour off stage goes by slowly. It feels like I'm not even alive anymore. 


Why haven't you called? You promised I'd be the first to know, promised that if anything ever happened to you 


again, you'd let me in. 


But you haven't said anything. 


Ever since last time you left, ever since you came back, you've been different. Mature. Strong. With a will to 
live. Its almost as if you've been sucking the life out of me, feeding off of my own energy. Once | was happy, 


secure and beautiful. Now l'm fading. 


| check my phone. No texts, no missed calls. | don't even want to keep the ringtone on. | don't want the 


vibrations on. | don't want another reminder of how you promised you'd let me in, and that you haven't: 

The hotel room is cold. | opened the window. If you were here, you'd tell me to close it. You'd tell me a cold is 
the last thing | need since I'm already trying to hard and straining my voice every night to barely reach those 
notes | once sung with ease. 

| don't eat enough. | can feel the weight falling off of my body, | can see the hollow of my cheeks. | notice the 
dark circles enveloping my eyes. If you were here, you'd force me to sit down and have a meal with you, you'd 


make sure | ate enough, make sure | had enough energy to walk out and face the crowd yet another night. 


| don't sleep. | can't. My worries and fears keep me awake, tossing and turning in an empty bed thats not even 
mine, the nightmares lurking just beneath my eyelids. 


All these assumptions | read, all these deepest fears of the fans, they get to me. You haven't told me why 
you went away. What if they're right? 


| look at my phone again, the display is empty. | stare at the wallpaper blindly, a photo of us. As always when 
on tour, | remember | asked Lemma to take it just the last day before the last leg of the tour finished off. 
You're kissing my cheek, l'm smiling. 


Shit, is that even me? | barely recognize myself. 


| toss the phone aside; the quiet thud as it hits the mattress the only sound in my world of darkness and 


silence. That, and the distant noises of car engines fleeting through the window. 
| don't want to be alone. 
l'm so afraid. I'm frightened. 


Where am | supposed to go without you? | feel lost, | feel like I'm not even me, like there's another being 


underneath my skin, possessing me. I'm frail, fragile, small. Like a little child in desperate search for consolation 


| need you to tell me | can do it. | need your soothing words, whispered right in my ear. | need you to tell me 


I'm beautiful, to tell me I've still got it, to tell me you'll love me forever and always, no matter what happens. 


| need you touches on my skin, your fingertips ghosting over every sensitive patch on my body. | need your 


lips against mine, plump and full, and so very tender. | need you to cherish me. 


You're not like the fans, you love me for who | am, not for what | once was. You love me for my heart, not 
for my flesh. For my characteristics and not for my physical assets. For my emotional interior and not for my 


ass. 
| don't want to be the sex-object | am on stage, | don't want to face all those hungry, lust-darkened eyes 
alone. | need you by my side, to help me stand up and ignore their cravings, ignore their desires. Ignore the 


need rolling off of them. 


| used to love it in my younger years, but it's all gone. Now, it only terrifes me, brings back horrible memories 


of the past I've long since quenched to resurface. 
It's been too long. 
Its been way too long. 


| glance towards the phone again, the display is still staring right back at me, as if its openly mocking me. | feel 
a lump form at the pit of my throat. | try to swallow it down It's refusing my strangled efforts. 


If you were here, you'd wrap your arms around me. You'd rock me gently, and tell me its going to be okay. 
You'd stroke my hair, kiss it. You'd tell me it's okay to cry, you'd tell me to let it out. | always hold everything 
inside til it breaks me down. | know you don't like that. 


I+ hurts. 


Fuck it hurts, why haven't you called me? You swore never to do this to me again, never to let me worry like 


| do. You know how it makes me feel. 
| hate it. 
| fucking hate it. 


Why didn't you tell me what the matter is? Is it something I've said or done? Lord knows that if it is, | never 
meant to. Is it your mother? Is she sick? Is she dying? Is it Ava? Did somebody molest her? Is it you? Are 
you only lying to us all? 


| take a deep breath. It's hard to steady myself. So hard. The burning has begun behind my eyes; eyes looking 
dull, lost, confused. Afraid 


| spent an hour staring at myself in the mirror after | got back here. Back to the room. Another foreign room 
in another foreign city. It would have been bearable, entertaining even, with you by my side. Now all | feel is 


the gaping emptiness surrounding me; inside and out. And | don't want to be here. 


But I'm trapped, I'm forced by myself, by my own sky-high expectations. | can't leave. | considered it. Fuck, | 


even considered it. If it had been Lemma or Teek leaving, | never, ever would have even thought about it. 
| don't know for how long | can do this without you by my side. 


As if moving on it's own accord, my arm reaches out to grab that goddamn phone again. | don't want to look at 


it, but | can't avert my eyes. l'm tormenting, torturing myself. 
Nothing. 
Not a fucking thing. 


| change the background. | can't have those happy faces staring back at me. That was how this tour was going 
to be. You and me together. You and me happy. You and me in love. 


You and me. 
| try a picture of Dot, thinking she might help take you off of my mind. But her expression is accusating, 
telling me exactly what her eyes does those times she decides to let it show. When she decides to let me 


understand that she knows where my heart really lyes. 


| can't bear that wallpaper either. | turn the phone off, but only for a minute or two. | need it on, need to see 


if you change your mind in contacting me. 
Still, nothing. 


| finally settle for a photo of you. You're wearing one of those dopey grins that makes my insides turn to jelly, 
makes my belly flutter. Even after all this time. 


| smile. But | must look twisted, because the pain inside is getting too hard. It's too forceful, it's eating me alive. 
| write a text. Just something short, to let you know I'm thinking of you. 
‘| miss you: 


| stare at it for what feels like an eternity. It probably is. One swift movement of my thumb, and itll be sent. 


Just one. It's so easy. 
Swish. 


Erased. 


| look around the room, carefully placing the phone on the pillow next to mine, as if nurturing it. As if it were 


you, as if the device could pass my feelings on to you. 

| look out, the window allowing me to lay eyes upon the neon nightlights of the city. Allows me to spot the 
stars burning brightly so far away. | wonder what you're doing, how you're feeling. | wonder if you're missing 
me too. 


I'm going to go mad without you, I'm going to lose my mind. I'm losing my grip. 


| pull my legs up, pressing them so hard against my chest | can barely breathe. | wrap my arms around 
myself, trembling from the chilly breeze greeting me, tousling my dyed hair. 


Why did you have to go? 

| can't do this. 

| bury my face against my knees. | must look pitiful. Pitiful, pathetic, old and ugly 
You wouldn't agree. 


And suddenly the warm wetness of my own tears stream down my face, trails marking my cheeks, pearly 


drops dripping off of my chin 
My heart is aching. 

| can't do this. 

| don't want to feel anymore. 

| want to go home. Home to you. 
Home to your heart. 

Home to your loving embrace. 


This is home, | remind myself. Home is on the road, when you're there. But all | get now is a slap in the face, 


you're turning your back on me. 


| want you here, | want you to fuck whatever it is taking you away from me and come back. Come back to me, 


because | need you. 


It's selfish. A horribly cruel thought, given how I'm never, ever there when you need me. 


What if you've had enough of me? What if this really is the end? 
My sniffles are the only sound, filling the hotel room, drifting off through the open window into the night. 
| need you. 


But you haven't called. 


